
Tbebiftory 

O thc diuill ttke flich caofoners,god forgiuc mc, 
Good yncle tell your tale,Ihaue done, 
fVor. N ay.ifyou haue not s to it againe, 

We wil ftay yourleifure. 

Hot. Ihauc done Ifaith, 

Wor. Thcnoncc morc toyourScottifh prifoncrs, 
Dcliuer thcni vp without thcir ranfomc ftraight, 
And make the Douglas fonne your only meane 
For Pöwers inScotland,which for diuers reafbns 
Which I fhall fend you writtcn,be aflur’a 
Wil eafely be granted you my Lord, 

Your lonne in Scotland being thus emploied, 

Shal fecretly into the bolbme ereepe 
Ofthat fame noble prelat wclbeloud, 

The Archbifhop, 

Hot, OfYorke,is it not? 
tVor, True,whobeareshard 
His brothersdeath ät Bailiaw the lord Scroop 3 
I lpcakenot this in eftimadon, 

As whatl thinkemight be,but whatlknow 
Is ruminated,plottcd,and fet downc. 

And oncly ftaics but to behold the face 
Of that occafion ihat fhal bring it on. 

Hot. IfmelIit,Vpon my lifc it will do well» 
Nort. Before the gameis afbote thou ftill letft flip. 
Hot. Whyjt cajmot chufe but be a noble plot, 
And then the power ofScodänd } and of Yorke, 

To ioiue with Mortimer,ha. 
fVor. And fö they fhall. 

Hot, In faith it is exceedingly well aimd. 
tVor. And tis no littlercalön bids vs fpecd, 

Tofaue ourheadsby raifingofahead, 

For beareourfeluesaseuen as We c an, 

The king will al waies thinke him m our debr, 

And thinke we thinke our felues vnfatisfied, 

Till he hath fbund a time to pay vs home. 

And fee already how he doth begin 
To make vs ftrangers to bis lookes oflouc» 


of Henry thefottrth. 

Hot. He do?s,hedoes,wcele be reuengdon him. 

mrft. Coofen farcwcll.No further go in this, 

Then I by letters fhall dire&yourcourfe 
When time is ripe,which will be ftiddenly, 

11 c fteale to Glendower.and Lo:Mordmer, 

Whereyou and Douglas,and our powres atonce. 

As 1 will fåfhion it fhall happily meete, 

To beare our föttunes in our own firong armes, 

Which now wc hold at much vnccrtainty. 

Nor. Farewell gocdbrother,we fhallthriue I ttuft, 

Hot. Vncle adieutO let thc houres be fhort, 

Till fields,and blowes ,and grones.applaud out fport, Extnnt 
Enter a Carrkr rvitb a lanterne inhit hand 

I Car. Hcigh ho. An it be not foure by thc day ile be hangd, 
Charles waineis oucrthenewChimney, and yet our hotfe not 
packt. What Oftler. 

Ofi. Anon,anon. . ■ 

1 Car .IpteetheTombeat Cutsfaddle,puta few flockesin 
thc point.poore iadeis wroong in the withers,out ofall cefle. 

Sntcr anoiher Car i er. 

2 Car. Peafc and beanes are as danke here as a dog,and that 
is thc uext way to giue poore iades the bots; this houfc is tumed 
vpfide downc fince Robin Oftler died. 

‘i Car Poorefellowneuet ioiedfince theprileofOatesrofé, 
it waschedeath ofhim. 

z Car. I thinke this be the moft villainons houfe in al London 
road forfleas,! am ftunglike a Tench. 

/ Car. Like a Tench, by the MafTe there is nere a King chri- 
flen could be better bit then I haue bin fince the firft cocke. 

2 Car. Why they will allowe vs nere a Iordane, and then wc 
leake in your chimney,and your chambcr-lie breedes fleas like 
aloach. 

/ Car, What Oftler. corne away and be hangd, come a way, 

2 Car. Ihauc a gammon of bacon, andtworazes ofGin- 
ger,to bc deliuered as far as Charhg crofle. 

/ Car Gods bodic, the Turkics in my Panier are quite ftar- 
ued: what Oftler? a plague on thee.haft thou neuer an eiein thy 
head^cantt not hearc,and twere not as good dcede asdrinke to 
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